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	1. Chapter 1

"Life _can't_ ever be _all bad or all good_. Eventually, _things_ have to go back to the middle."

It had been six months of radio silence -at least from the supernatural world, not that Scott McCall and the rest of his pack were complaining. This gave them the time to be normal teenagers and stress over things like senior year, not what supernatural baddie would be knocking at their doors next.

Though there was nothing but white noise coming from the supernaturals of Beacon Hills, the phone lines at Beacon Hills Sheriff's station were still ringing off the hook. Deputies ran around trying to contain the madness, every deputy besides Jordan Parrish. He was confined to desk duty, a telephone binding him to the small space like a personal shackle. What he had done to be benched, stuck answering phone calls and filling out paperwork, while everyone else got to go out and do their jobs as deputies, was beyond him. He was sick of being the receptionist.

Fueled by pure annoyance from the incessant ringing of the phone, Parrish barged into the Sheriff's office, "Six months. Six months of directing traffic, doing courthouse security, serving subpoenas, and today I finished a total overhaul of evidence lock up," Stilinki rolled his eyes, knowing exactly where this rant was going, "Now I'm stuck behind the front desk while there are down power lines, a jackknifed tractor trailer, and reports of gunshots downtown. I don't know what I did to lose your trust, but you need every available deputy out there."

Whether he had crossed the line or not, Parrish didn't know, but it did seem to get a response from Stilinski. Reading the paper in his hand, the younger man looked up, an incredulous expression on his face, "A noise complaint?"

There was no way Stilinski was serious.

"Yeah," Stilinski shrugged, "Someone was making noise, somebody else complained about it.. Check it out."

It didn't take Parrish long to get to the reported address, a broken down, two-story, old Greek revival with large white columns. The place looked like something straight out of a horror movie, but the quicker he investigated the complaint the faster he'd-hopefully-be able to go help elsewhere around town. If he thought outside looked creepy, inside rose the creepy factor about 100 points. A broken chandelier laid on the floor, glass littered the vicinity along with leaves the blew around once he opened the door.

Walking deeper inside, with a flashlight in hand, he spoke, "Hello?" but there was no reply, "This is the Beacon County Sheriff's Department!"

It wasn't like he expected whoever had been in there to welcome him with open arms and a cold beer, but he also didn't want this to be a complete waste of time, so he continue through the house. He had just about given up when he came to an open door with stairs that descended into the basement. Cautiously, he crept down the wooden steps, gun and flashlight in hand. There was no one in the basement, at least, no one he could see. A bang came from behind a wall across from the staircase, which only continued as Parrish pressed his ear to the wall; there was someone behind there. Panic rose in the man as he ran back upstairs into his truck, promising the person in the wall that he would get them out. Returning as quickly as he had left, Parrish began pounding at the wall with a pry bar. He had only managed to make a small hole before he noticed a black fluid ooze from it. Peering closer, the wall cracked further, causing Parrish to be sprayed by the goo.

The wall crumbled as a hand push through it, grabbing the young deputy by the throat. A man covered in the black substance emerge from the hole in the wall, growling, he sharp fangs and enormous talons on full display. With no warning, the man pushed his taloned fingertips through Parrish's gut, only for both of their eyes to glow an iridescent orange.

The taloned man tilted his head to the side, a small grin on his face, "You're not a werewolf, but you're something," He dropped Parrish to the ground like a rag doll.

"You're no ordinary creature, deputy," He watched Parrish, almost intrigued, "But then neither am I, not tonight," His talons gleamed a bright blue that matched his eyes.

Fascinated by his own features he looked down at the man on the floor, "I'll let you live if you answer one question,"

_This can't be good._

"Where is Scott McCall?"

In pain and knowing his life was very much on the line Parrish replied, "Never heard of him," and everything went dark.

"Jordan," He could hear his name being called through the static from his radio, "Jordan," the voices called again as his eyesight cleared up. Before him, he could make out Lydia with her fiery hair, but the raven-haired girl that stood beside her was someone he didn't recognize. Their fingertips grazed his wounds earning a pained groan and a few winces.

Leaning closer to him both girls whispered, "Stay with us, Jordan, stay with us." Their voices were velvety, lulling him to sleep. A sleep that was only disturbed by someone shaking him, it was the sheriff.

Lydia and her friend were gone, nowhere in sight.

"They weren't real," He mumbled, "They weren't real,"

The taloned creature had failed, his plan to kill the true alpha and strip him of his power had backfired, leaving him in obvious pain as he kneeled before three masked figures, begging for more time, more power.

The masked figures' image seemed to flicker  
>and blur as they stood before their subject.<p>

"Your condition worsens," One spoke in an electronic voice as he drew what seemed to be a sword from the cane he had at his side.

"Wait, Wait, give me another chance," The creature begged for his life, but that didn't seem to phase the three masked figures.

"You were supposed to remove the obstacle. Our time is limited," The voice spoke.

"There are no second chances." This echoed between the three figures as the sword was thrusted into the creatures chest and quickly pulled out, causing him to fall onto his back in pure agony.

Blood fills his mouth as he gurgled in pain. The sound of skin tearing fills the dark laboratory as his chest splits, releasing black birds into the space.

Miles away in the middle of the woods the rain pelted down on her pale skin like bullets, turning it an agitated shade of red. Her eyes snapped open, iris' darker than the night, but soon fading to an icy blue as she gasped for air. There was only one thing on her mind, and that was finding the girl, the banshee.

* * *
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	2. Chapter 2

p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="4fd5f6243181c7a560c0b0b1197a7fde"The storm only seemed to intensify as Stiles drove down the road, rain drops hitting his windshield relentlessly. His old jeep -which he had rightfully named Roscoe, had been through a lot, especially in the last few months, but he wasn't sure the old death trap would make it through this storm. Somewhere back down the road, his windshield wipers had died on him, getting stuck in the middle of the glass./p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="c38207348fe6bdb39c6a949592008ab6"It was a terrible idea, to say the least, the worst idea he had in a while.p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="02e60c74f093efa31759c232c6ea1743"She couldn't tell where she was, not by sound anyway, all she knew was that she was indoors. The freezing sensation she had felt when she woke up in the woods had disappeared allowing her to finally feel her limbs. She stretched out her fingers, feeling cool metal beneath their tips making her shiver. Her brain had finally communicated with her eyes that it was time to open, but oh was that a terrible idea. Immediately after opening her eyes she was blinded by white light. She expected to see the gates, but instead three blurry faces came into view. A scream escaped her lips as she sat up quickly nearly head-butting one of the figures, which had been screaming along with her.p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="3bcc2593c1e1d69a22068f68292fde25"She stumbled off of the examination table, her legs feeling like jelly, making her escape a little close to impossible. Her arms kept her propped up on the side of the table as her eyes finally adjusted to the light, allowing her to see the individuals that surrounded her. They were all male, two obviously teenagers and the other a man probably in his late thirties, earlier forties. One of the boys was tall and lanky with moles littering the skin that was visible to her, they almost reminded her of constellations, and eyes that made her think of Odin's ring, Draupnir, dripping gold. The other was a bit shorter than the lanky boy with a misaligned jaw and big brown caring eyes that she could feel had seen more than the eyes of a boy his age should have seen. There was also a strong sense of power and compassion that radiated from him and they spoke volumes to her. The older man she could already tell was a druid, an emissary to the werewolf pack in town. His presence calmed her nerves only slightly.p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="ca11d2beaf28df04f4707ff45a10f329"Syn's eyes narrowed and looked away from Stiles, focusing on Scott, "What are you?" She asked abruptly, his presence had been throwing her off since she woke up and it wasn't a feeling she enjoyed, especially not after waking up on a tree stump naked and getting his by a jeep.p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="d9d0591bcca125186353d732e5398bd0""She's a valkyrie," Deaton spoke for the first time that night, his voice full of awe. He had heard stories about Valkyries but never in his many years had he actually encountered one. They were believed to be myths, more so than the rest of the supernatural beings, considering no one had seen one in centuries.p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="51adfc949027abb4e82eb174ec3751cf"Finally being able to hold himself up Scott watched her carefully, "What's a Valkyrie?"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="7c48a5c3be529eaa7c4c769010aad4f0""We are the warriors of Valhalla-"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="a19f3488ce7b3781a4081bedbcf2908b""Like Thor, Loki, Odin, Valhalla?"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="4de904b3a891c529bf80ddeb317dbbdb""Valhalla is to Syn what Heaven is to us," Deaton explained, "Valkyries are very rare on earth, at least now. They usually come down to chose dying warriors to become einherjar, just the fact that she is here is a bad omen."p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="8e8820c682589c231b16eb4e021a31d7"Syn could have sworn she heard Stiles mumble something along the lines of 'oh fuck' but she wasn't sure. She didn't know the specifics as to why she had been sent here, but she knew she was looking for someone, some one who she was meant to help and that persons name was,p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="b6277474036e52fb6eec65676c9ee7ab""Lydia Martin," She spoke up, "I didn't come here to case any harm, I just need to find Lydia Martin,"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="d9dfcce4f6b968e0d98ad8752b493f65"Hearing her mention the strawberry blonde earlier had spiked Stiles interest and now it just made him even more curious, "Why do you need Lydia?"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="9f9e55a65f7f0683b2a3c226ecdc21e8""You know her?"p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="bd4d70ef3750aa3957c5240b270faece"Stiles narrowed his eyes at the bright eyes girl, "I asked first."p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="efa36fbf5f7fd5af78778ef31b08ab51"Syn began to realize that Stiles was not very fond of her and he also didn't trust her much, but how could she blame him when she had just appeared. "I was sent here by the gods to help Lydia, no hurt her," she spoke, eyeing the two teenage boys before her.p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="569b3aac4022db8da7c478676d9caa35""How do we know we can trust you?" Scott asking, making Stiles roll his eyes.p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="73f7c83c77135e86df2c46fa35ed1a18""You don't," Syn said simply, "but you need to trust that your friend is in trouble."p 
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